THE LORDS OF LIFE
"COME   with   me  to  the   fountains of truth!M  the Devil
said, laughing, and he brought me to the cemetery.
As we slowly wound our way along narrow paths
among the old tombstones and cast-iron slabs he spoke in
the tired voice of an old professor weary of the barren
preaching of his wisdom.
"Beneath your feet/' he said to me,, "lie the makers
of the laws that you are governed by. With the sole of
your boot you trample upon the ashes of the carpenters and
blacksmiths who wrought a cage for the beast you have
inside you/'
He laughed as he said this,, and the laugh was full of a
scourging contempt for people; the grass on the graves
and the mould on the tombstones were flooded with the
cold, dismal light of his greenish eyes. The rich soil of the
dead stuck to my feet in heavy clods., and it was difficult
to walk along the footpaths, among the tombstones which
marked the graves of worldly wisdom.
"Maiv, why don't you bend low in gratitude before
tifce dust of those who moulded your soul?"" the Devil said
in a voice which was like the draught of a damp autumnal
wind. It sent a shiver down my spine, and my heart was
chilled and wrung with a dreary disquiet. The melancholy
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